Conversation with a Dervish
"We ail travel," I remarked, "even though we stay at
home."
This philosophical contribution was received with a
murmur of approval, and I was accepted as someone with
whom rational conversation was not impossible. There were
holy places in the mountains, said the Dervish: he went from
one to the other. He was not a common man. I wondered
what had first so detached him from the roots of ordinary
living. Not religion: he spoke of that almost with indifference,
as might a Catholic in the worldly days of Rome: nor learning,
for he did not appear to be a student. He rested there like a
Buddha with voluminous draperies, the master of his com-
pany, " seeing" the world with a quiet superiority and
tolerant aloofness.
That night was even noisier than usual. The dogs rushed
here and there, chasing wolves or pig with unearthly yells.
Cocks crowed. In the darkness, the Dervish and his Indian set
forth, after a baking of bread for their journey: and before
dawn the women started with their goatskins down the hill
for water. When I woke up after all this, the Philosopher's
lanky figure, with my Burberry loose upon it, was already
saying its prayers against the morning sky.
In this camp of the Hindimitii I saw for the first time the
loom which the tribespeople erect for the weaving of their
carpets. It stood outside one of the tents, tall enough almost
for a gallows and looking not unlike one in the half light.
It was an upright square made roughly out of the branches of
oak trees, at which on a high bench the young girls sat. They
fled with assumed terror from my camera, but I think the
Hindimini stiH have some touch of the old paganism in their
hearts, and the women show it by a gayer ease of manner than
is usual in strict Islam.
There were  graves  round about us  under half-buried
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